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Summary: Santana met Rachel for the first time at the age of eight at an orphanage, a friendship quickly blossoms between the two of them. After being separated, they meet again after a slushy attack on Rachel. What will happen with them, what will they do to stay together. Read and find out





	1. Chapter 1

**They were eight the first time they met. One of them was crying because the other kids were picking on her. You see, it was her first day at the orphanage. She was scared and alone; both of her parents had died in a terrible accident that she miraculously escaped with only a few injuries. The other girl, seeing her distress and panic, couldn't stop herself from taking her defense. **

**"Stay away from her," she had said, standing between them and the other girl. **

**"Why should we do that? It's her first day here; she has to learn her place," one of them said. **

**The group who was harassing the little girl was older than them, but that didn't scare the other girl; she wanted to defend the girl curled in a ball silently crying. She had felt something pushing her to react; to step in and defend her at all costs. She didn't know why she was so protective of her. Before today she had never met her or seen her. She didn't even know her name. **

**But that didn't stop her. She wanted to protect her—no matter what—and she would do just that.**

**"Because she didn't do anything to you, and because I won't let you ever come near her." There was fire in the eyes of the girl; she was ready to beat them up and they knew it. She could take them, all of them. She wasn't scared.**

**"Let's go. They're no fun." All of them started to retreat, as they were too scared of the girl to oppose her on anything.**

**She stood her ground and looked at them with a smug smile, waiting for them to disappear.**

**As soon as they left, she turned and stood face-to-face with the scared girl. She was a brunette. Her eyes were brown, but the fiery girl would have sworn that they were the most beautiful set of eyes she had ever seen. To her, those eyes held the answer to every problem.**

**"They won't bother you anymore," the fiery girl assured her, helping the brunette up to her feet with a big smile on her face.**

**"Thank you for scaring them away. They were mean." **

**"You're welcome," she responded, still smiling."I'm Santana, by the way," the fiery girl added.**

**"I'm Rachel," the other girl answered shyly.**

**"Well, Rachel, you and I are going to be really good friends, and I promise I won't let anyone hurt you ever again."**

**Rachel smiled at her new friend and gave her a bone-crushing hug that Santana didn't hesitate to return.**

Santana was woken from her reverie by someone shaking her.

"San, are you okay? You stopped walking and stared at nothing for some time." Two concerned blondes were looking at her.

"It was nothing. I was just thinking…" she said. Both nodded and started walking again toward their class.

Santana didn't know why that memory of Rachel popped into her head today. It's been four years since the day Rachel was adopted—the last time they had seen each other. Not a day went by that Santana didn't think about her; she missed her so much. To her, Rachel was and will always be her best and closest friend. They grew up together and they knew everything there is to know about each other—even their deepest and most well-kept secrets. Rachel was the only one that could break down all of Santana's walls. Not even Brittany could do that. Sure, they were close, but Brittany will never know (or maybe Santana will never tell her) everything about her. She never uttered a world to anyone about her parents or her time in the orphanage and she never will.

Santana was broken from her thoughts by a splash, followed by laughter coming from the end of the hallway.

"Come on, Santana. Let's see who got slushied," said Quinn.

"I heard a new girl was gonna start today. Maybe they are welcoming her," responded Brittany.

Santana didn't say anything. She just followed them. In all honesty, Santana hated all the slushying and she would never do it to anyone. It was cruel and uncalled for, but she couldn't do anything about it.

The three of them made their way through the crowd, which parted to let them pass. As soon as Santana's eyes met those of the girl who got slushied, recognition flashed in both of their eyes and without second thought, she lunged at the stupid football player laughing with the empty cup in his hand.

She punched him as hard as she could, sending him to the ground. Then, with an icy voice that sent chills through every single one of the people in the hallway and made them want to run for the hills, she said: "If you ever lay a hand, slushy, or even look at her the wrong way, I will personally make sure that you rot in hell. Am I understood ?"

The jock was terrified of the Latina. He couldn't even speak. He just nodded his head several times, praying that Santana would divert her deathly stare from him.

"Good." She looked at every single one of the people present and continued: "That goes to every single one of you. No one will look at her the wrong way, insult her, or slushy her. Am I clear?" All the people present nodded their heads. No one wanted to be on the Latina's bad side.

Santana turned around to face the dripping girl who was staring at her with a mixture of aw and love. They stared at each other, studying the other, taking note off all the physical changes and memorizing everything they could about the aspect of the other. And when there eyes met once again, Santana's eyes softened and all the anger disappeared. A smile appeared on both their faces, and before anyone could understand what was happening, both girls met in a tight embrace.

"I missed you," whispered Santana so only Rachel could hear her.

"I missed you, too," Rachel whispered back.

They broke their embrace and Santana took Rachel's hand in hers and said, "Come on. Let's get you cleaned up." She dragged her to the bathroom, not caring that all the students in the hall were staring at them, dumbstruck.

No one had ever seen Santana do something like that or act like that with anyone; not even Brittany.

Who on earth was the new girl!

**AN: Hey guys, I wrote this story a long time ago and posted it, but unfortunately I lost the original draft and didn't know how to continue so after rereading it I've decided to change somethings up and repost it with minor changes in the first chapters but most changes will be in the following chaps.**

**Please review and tell me what you think, I would gladly consider any suggestions you may have regarding the following chapters.**

**Love~K**


	2. Chapter 2

**Ten year old Santana was standing in the playground of the orphanage lost in thought. She didn't feel anyone walking towards her. She was startled out of her thoughts by a hand on her forearm. She jumped, surprised, and turned to face the intruder with a scowl on her face. As soon as she set her eyes on the intruder, she relaxed and the scowl turned into a smile.**

**"You startled me, Princess."**

**"Sorry, Ana. I didn't mean to do that," Rachel said shyly.**

**"It's okay. So what are you doing here?"**

**"I was looking for you. Are you okay? You seem down today," she commented with concern written all over her face.**

**Santana shifted a little, but after seeing the expression on Rachel's face, all her walls came crumbling down and she broke. Violent sobs were wracking her tiny body. Rachel put her arms around her friend and held her while she cried.**

**"You'll be alright; I promise. I'm here with you. I won't leave you. Calm down, Ana; nothing's going to happen to you while I'm with you."**

**Santana started to calm down but she didn't stop crying. She heard humming coming from her friend. She started to calm down a little more. Soon, Rachel was singing. Each time Santana heard her sing, she was mesmerized. She stopped crying and listened to her sing. She loved her voice. It was the most amazing sound she had ever heard. It was the only thing that could calm her instantly.**

**Soon the song was over and both girls were now on the ground. Rachel was holding Santana in her arms. They stayed like that for a while, both enjoying the silence and being in the arms of one another. Rachel broke the silence but with a quiet voice:**

**"Are you feeling better now, Ana?" Rachel asked.**

**"Yeah I think so. Thank you," the Latina responded with a similarly quiet voice.**

**"You're more than welcome. Now, can you please tell me what's wrong?"**

**Santana stayed quiet for a while, trying to find a way to respond to the question.**

**"Today is the day my parents died," she said with a pained voice. She felt Rachel's arms tighten around her, and she relaxed a little more in the tight embrace.**

**"How did they die?"**

**"Mom and Dad were in a car crash. It was my birthday and they wanted to get me something special. They went to another city to find me this amazing guitar, I had been dreaming of having it for a while, and when my father found out about it he and mommy decided to get it for me. On their way back, a drunk driver hit them and they died before they arrived to the hospital."**

**Tears were falling freely down her face now. Rachel's hands brushed them away and she placed a kiss on the Latina's forehead.**

**"I'm sorry, Ana," Rachel said with compassion. "I know what you are feeling; I always feel the same way on the day my parents died. But you know what you told me last time?"**

**"That I will always be there for you no matter what and that you will never loose me," Santana said.**

**"Yeah, that's what you said, and I'm gonna tell you the same thing: you will always have me, and no matter what, I will always be there for you." She replied, kissing the girl's cheeks.**

**"Come on, now; I have a present for you and you can't tell me you don't want it like last time, because I will do what I did last year and you know you can't say no to my pout," Rachel said with a hint of playfulness.**

**Santana laughed, "If you put it like that, I can't say no. Let's go then, but you are the only one who is allowed to give me something today. I can't resist that pout of yours."**

**Rachel pouted and Santana laughed harder. Soon, they were both laughing. Rachel was glad that she could put a smile back on the Latina's face.**

Santana was leading Rachel to the nearest bathroom to get her cleaned up, but first, she stopped at her locker to take a change of clothes. Soon, they were in the bathroom all alone. They stood there, looking at each other for a couple of minutes, just taking each other in. Both were on the verge of tears.

"Ana," Rachel said quietly. That was all it took for Santana to start crying and indulge Rachel in a hug that was immediately returned.

They stayed like that in each other's embrace, both girls crying. After a while, they calmed down and looked at each other.

"I missed you so much, Princess."

"Missed you too, Ana."

"When did you move to Lima?" Santana asked.

"Not long. I got adopted a couple of months ago by a nice woman who lives here in Lima. I like her and I love living with her, she is amazing and treats me so much better than the last one. I actually can't compare the two of them since they are like the sun and the moon. One warm and loving and the other cold and cruel." Rachel answered.

"Why? What did the last one do?" Asked Santana in a frantic voice, her protective nature coming back full force.

"I don't want to talk about it here. I'll tell you later. I promise."

"I'm holding you to that promise." Rachel laughed.

"I know. Can you help me clean up please? It's becoming uncomfortable."

"Yeah, sure."

Santana washed Rachel's hair carefully, trying her best to remove every last bit of the cold beverage. She was praying that this was not a dream that Rachel was really here in Lima with her. The closeness of their bodies, the little touches here and there were helping her, reassuring her of the reality of the situation.

When Rachel's hair was completely cleaned and dried, Santana gave her some spare cloths. Rachel took them from the Latina and kissed her cheek in thanks. She changed in one of the bathrooms stalls quickly, and was out and ready to go in less than 5 minutes.

Santana took possession of the brunette's hand and led her outside into the crowded halls of the school.

They received a lot of stares and odd looks as they passed, but one glance in their direction from Santana made them all look away or make a run for the nearest door.

"I see you still have that effect on people," Rachel said grinning.

"You bet, but now it's much, much better; they don't even look at me in the eyes," Santana said smugly.

"Good, then. Your eyes are all mine to get lost in," Rachel said, squeezing Santana's hand. The Latina smiled at their joined hands and squeezed back.

"What class do you have now?"

"I don't know. Let me see. I have Spanish." Santana took the paper from her hand and looked at it. After a couple of minutes, she declared, with a big smile, that they had all the same classes.

"Come on, let's go to class. We have Spanish."

They grinned at each other and made their way toward their class.

**AN : Hope you liked this chap, Please tell me what you think so far. Love ~K**


End file.
